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the ladies that no bit of the pad should show
through the natural hair. Often they put up a
tentative hand to feel, even in the midst of the
most absorbing conversation; and then their faces
wore the expression which is seen only on the faces
of women whose fingers investigate the back of
their heads, Sebastian had watched this hair-
dressing process a hundred times, but now seeing
it take place in the mirror, he observed it with a
new eye. He stared at his mother's reflection, with
the pool of rubies in the foreground, and the un-
comely 'rats/ as though she were a stranger to
him, realising that behind the glitter and animation
in which they lived he had absolutely no know-
ledge of her. If he had been asked to describe his
mother, he must have said, "She is a famous
hostess, with a talent for mimicry and a genius for
making parties a success. She is charming and
vivacious. In private life she is often irritable and
sometimes unkind. She likes bridge and racing.
She never opens a book, and she cannot bear to be
alone. I have not the faintest idea of what she is
really like." He would not have added, because he
did not know, that she was ruthless and predatory.
"Why are you staring like that, Sebastian? You
make me quite shy." Her hair was about her
shoulders now, and Button was busy with the
curling-tongs. She heated them first on the spirit
lamp, and then held them carefully to her own
cheek to feel if they were hot enough, "Bless the
boy, one would think he had never watched me
dress before. Now about that dinner-table, yes,